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Finding What is Lost 


Beneath the couple dozen empty beer bottles, old pizza boxes, used syringes, and tangled hair, our lead 
guitarist just might be alive. And if we're having a really good day: Duff is still breathing and Steven can form 
a real thought. But we haven't had a good day in a long time. 


The room is coated in a layer of shit so thick that | don't think | can see the floor. Wonder if brown is the 


carpet's original color? 


Cautiously, | try to negotiate my way through the mess, hopping into the designated clear spots, or areas 
where a body used to be laying, like it was a game of hopscotch. 


Avoiding the danger zones, ie. piss stains, puke, shattered glass, bloody syringes, | make my way to the bed and 
let out a sigh of relief that no one has contaminated it yet. 


| shouldn't have to deal with this shit. Not that I'm better than them or anything, because believe me, I'm not. 
That used to be me. Until three days ago. Three days..it feels like a thousand. 


Someone moans and rolls over on the floor, but | don't pay any attention. They won't be conscious for at least 


another six hours, minimum. 
| just want to close my eyes and rest. God, it's been so long since I've had a full night's sleep. Between shows 
and fights and getting drunk, there was never much time for sleep. Guess now that I'm done with all that 


stuff, there will be plenty of time to sleep. 


Yeah, | told Axl | quit. And | meant it. This time is for real, this time I'm seriously done. He knows that too, 


that's what made him freak out as much as he did. 


| brush the back of my hand over my lip gently, wincing as it grazes the cut from earlier in the day. 


Correction, last night, considering the digital clock reads 3:41 am. in harsh red numbers. 
"Quit? You can't quit!" 
"l just did Axl, this is bullshit! You are bullshit! This whole band is bullshit and Im done!" 


‘zy, baby, please." | knew he'd resort to begging. ‘Ive been there for you, since six grade, sixth fucking grade, and 
you're just gonna ditch me, your best friend?" 


He corners me against the wall and caresses my cheek, calloused fingertips tracing the line of my Ip in the most 


sensuous way, 
"Don't." 

‘Don't what sweetie? Don't kiss you? Don't love you, because you know | do. | love you so much." 
‘Get your hands off me." | hope he doesnt hear the tentative tremble in my voice. 


Fine. You know what, fucking fine! | don’t need you anyway! Youre just a rhythm guitarist, you're fucking 
replaceable! | can go and find another Izzy, just like that!" 


Hs voice trembles foo and I think it scares him, being so vulnerable. 


"Axl." Now Im the one begging But | never could stand to see him in pain; he's had so much already. "Axi, dont be 


mad at me." 
‘How do you expect me to be, zzy?" 


My mouth opens but closes just as fast. | expect him to be pissed off, | expect him fo yell and scream and throw 
a fit just like he did 


"God dammit!" He turns away from me and lashes out at the nearest object, kicking an empty beer bottle across 


the room and slamming his fist through the dry wall 


My heart jumps into my throat and | rush to him, catching his arm before he can hurt himself any more. Suddenly 
he spins around and smashes his fist into my face, catching my jaw and sending me stumbling backwards. 


The taste of copper floods my mouth and spills onto my hand | look at Axi, stunned, and see the same expression 
reflected back 


| still cant believe he hit me. Sure, we've fought before, but never had it become physical. | guess it just 


shows how much fame can change a person. 


Its been twenty minutes since | laid down and still nothing. | know I'm tired, my body aches and my eyes burn 
and occasionally | swear there is a panda bear dancing in the corner, but still no relief from the maddening 


thoughts rocketing through my brain. 


Now | remember why | used heroin. God, how good it would feel to just escape. Every two seconds another 
doubt, another insecurity, another suspicion ricocheting behind my eyelids and pushing relaxation further and 


further away. 


More frustrated than before, | push myself off the bed and search through the rubble for my acoustic 
guitar. Whenever | get that insatiable longing to stab a needle into my arm and watch myself float away, | 


reach for my guitar. 


I's the same one I've had for years, almost a decade now. | remember when Axl and | would sit on my porch 


in Indiana and just jam together, dreaming about moving to the city and making it big. 


No, stop that train right there. | am so not going to think about him right now. That'll only make me more 


depressed and miserable and desperate to shoot up again. 


Finally, | spot my guitar in the dim light, buried under a porno magazine and day old pizza. Hitched over my 
shoulder, | carry it from the stale hotel room and into the refreshing cool air of the night. 


Although it's a Saturday night in Los Angeles, the streets are deserted and bare, making me feel more 
abandoned than before. Sometimes | think the whole world just hates me. 


Flopping down on the ground, my back against the sharp stucco wall of the hotel, | light a cigarette and exhale 
the healing smoke while absently tuning my guitar. 


The worn strings feel good against my fingers, coarse and abrasive yet smooth and supple at the same time 


and soon I'm lost in my world, my eyes closed and fingers dancing fluidly over the frets. 


The street light in front of me flickers and at first | pay no attention, thinking the wiring is shit or the bulb is 


dead, but a familiar smell wafts in my direction and a heavy body falls down next to me. 


| won't look at him, won't even acknowledge his presence because I've heard this so many times. He's going to 
chew me out. Tell me how much it hurt him to be angry with me but it's still all my fault, | drove him to it 
and | should give him a blowjob to apologize. 

We sit for another ten minutes in silence, each of us hanging onto a cigarette for dear life, until | just know 
I'm going to lose my mind. Axl is not quiet; Axl is the antithesis of quiet. He is loud and aggressive and 
incredibly stubborn, but never ever quiet. 

| realize that I've been playing the same chord repetitively this whole time. 


"lm sorry.” 


What? My hand stops the pendulum strumming for a few moments before starting again, waiting for my brain 
to catch up. 


| shouldn't have hit you, l'm sorry.” 


And again. Wow, this is a new development. But | can't be tricked by it, can't fall into one of his psychotic mind 


games like always. 

"Please say something Izzy. l'm sorry, | was wrong, | was stupid and crazy and I'm sorry." 

My gaze flickers to his face, hoping to find the same honesty | hear in his voice. His emerald eyes are filled 
with remorse and sorrow and love. All barriers down, he looks so young, so defenseless that | yearn to hold 


him, tell him everything is all right and shield him from the universe that seems determined to break him. 


Axl reaches out a hand tentatively, tilting my face towards his. | flinch as his thumb slides across my lip, 


catching the cut inflicted by the same hand, and | feel guilty for making him feel guilty. 
He frowns and looks at me mournfully before pulling me into a hug, burrowing his face into my shoulder and 
running his hands down my back. Tears slip from my eyes silently, dotting the back of his shirt with dark 


spots, but neither of us cares. 


My fingers entwine themselves into his soft hair, desperate to feel every part of him, to assure myself that 
he is real, that | am real, and that this isn't going to dissipate into nothing. 


He leans away, strong hands still encircling me, and rests his forehead against mine. 


‘| love you." | think it's the first time I've heard him so sincerely, so utterly void of defenses and false 


pretenses. 


"| love you, too." 


A small smile spreads across his lips and soon mine too, until we're both laughing heartily at absolutely nothing. 
"Play that one song, will you 1z?" 

"What one?" 

"That one we used to do at the corner drug store. Remember, the one that got us nearly twenty bucks?" 


His face is lit up with a boyish excitement | haven't seen in years and years, a contagious glee that soon 
infects me as well. 


"You mean this one?" 

My hands start strumming naturally, an old tune that is built into my memory but can't seem to recall the 
name of. If it even had a name, we'd never know, getting all our songs from aged records we found in Axl's 
grandparent's attic, so old that the cover was usually worn off. 


He also smiled in recollection, singing lyrics never forgotten without hesitation, the smile never leaving his lips. 


Maybe today would be a good day, the first good day in a while. 


